A   FILM-DIRECTOR

more and more into fashion I Audiences were
getting tired of sobStuff, etc. I now perceived
that, if audiences were getting tired of sobStuff,
film-directors were not. Film-dire&ors still had
their eye on the purely imaginary woman in Hoxton.
The purchasing firm had reckoned without their
film-directors, and film-directors had the last word.

This particular film-director could choose between
film-Stories. He was very far from being a fool.
Intelligent in his own way; but it was a crude
way. There was certainly something of the artist
in him. Some creative fire in him. I liked him.

When we had thrashed the Story all to bits
and neither he nor I had anything more to say
about it, he grew communicative about himself,
in reply to my questions, and revealed himself a
regular figure out of film-land. He said: " I
can never begin work until about eleven-thirty
in the morning. I have a glass of sherry then,
and that Starts the flow of ideas. You muSt have
the flow. The film must move rapidly, and so
your ideas must come rapidly." An odd argument,
but I don't think he could see any flaw in it.

I found that in order to impress him I had to
boast. Hence I did boast. I called down rather
sharply one of the head-waiters who had been too
curt with me. This episode obviously increased
the director's respeft for me. When the interview
was over he said he should not require his car,
and amiably offered to send me home in it. It
was a magnificent, a glorious car, the car of the
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